M Y   T E A R S                                                            251
material wealth which could produce both guns and
butter.
Through the years I had looked forward to the day
when my ship would bring me into the harbor of New
York where I could pay homage to the lady who bore
aloft the torch of freedom.
It was on the Queen Elizabeth I arrived. It was a
bright morning, appropriately an Indian summer's day.
From the sports deck I got my first glimpse of the New
World. More and more appeared on die horizon until
I beheld the sky-line of New York which I had seen
before only in the movies which carae our way.
Silhouetted against an untidy landscape was the
Statue of Liberty. Little barges floated around her, in-
truding on that classic scene. Americans coarsely exulted
when I thought they should have been calm and serene.
For one who had come all the way from India to see
the Lady with the Torch, it was disappointing to find
that there was no dignity in her surroundings. The
pale, sickly green to which her bronze had turned
seemed incongruous when I thought of die richer red
with which I had seen her sons smear the battlefields
of the world, so that she might still carry the torch
of freedom.
Most of the 15,000 men on board our ship were
American soldiers, members of an infantry division re-
turning home. They had a different look in their eyes
from that which I had seen in those same eyes in
Europe. An aching nostalgia had been relieved as? after
years spent away from home, they came within sight
of their homeland.
"It's the best country in the world/' G.I. Joe said to
me as he leaned on the railing beside me.
"What is so wonderful about it?" I asked.